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FOREWORD 

Until now Alameda, California has done a great job at doing what Suburbs do; 
provide a safe haven for both established and new families hoping to steer 
clear of "the bullshit" contained within neighboring cities (In this case my 
hometown of East Oakland). However as time has proven that the attempt at an 
ideological quarantine by such locales are usually broken down by the allure of 
"the other". So it is with the release of Trackademicks' "State Of The Arts" that 
the signs of hip-hop's ever present dominance has brought to the fore a crack 
in Alameda's long standing suburban roots. And Track can celebrate not only 
his first full-length project release but also the first release on a worldwide 
level for a Hip-Hop artist from The Island City. 

Though I met Trackademicks in the fall of 1997 while we were both 
participating in Youth Radio's program, ironically our first encounter was in 
passing at a Wake Up Show concert at San Francisco's Maritime Hall. Shortly 
afterward I remember learning of his, Mike Baker the Bike Maker and 
MoxMore's affinity for rap and we quickly became friends. One of my earliest 
memories of him making beats was with Nintendo’s Mario Paint videogame 
trying to emulate (with much success!) the productions of JT The Bigga Figga, 
which displayed his dedication for trying to learn to make Hip-Hop music. 
Within weeks he was at my house learning to use the ASR-10 from my brother 
T-Royal. That dedication is still apparent and is in full effect on State Of The 
Arts. 

What I can say is that the dopest thing about Track and his music is that it is 
truly a representation of who he is. It does not compromise his love of 
new-wave and the chord progressions typically found in 80's British rock music 
by the likes of The Style Council and Swing Out Sister, and mixes it effortlessly 
and without any bit of self-consciousness with his longtime love of the Bay-Rap 
productions of Khayree, One-Drop Scott, Tone Capone, and Ant Banks (this love 
is also demonstrated via Track’s verse on "Show Love"). 

And here is Track's addition to the works and legacy of those great producers. 
In knowing him, whether its working closely with him on music, or chopping 
game about advancing to the next level, I have been privy to many dope 
productions and songs that I am excited are finally going to see the light of day 
and be shared with the rest of the world. And here it is World, State of the Arts. 

With Honors, 

Whiz Ward 

Whiz (on some Danny Ocean sh*t) is the founding member of 
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LYRICS 



Now this is for my public school prodigies, Ivy League wannabes / 

Families living modestly but honestly in poverty/ 

Trynta hit the lottery so daughter can go follow dreams / 

And major in psychology, and find out what her problems be / 

This is for my working class risin' early burnin' gas / 

Applyin’ what they learned in class, on the streets to earn that cash / 

This is for them fresh kids, always on that next shit / 

Stay dipped from head to toe, always walkin' on them fresh kicks / 

This is for those A&Rs really thinkin 1 they involved / 

But way too scared to play the ball cause labels just might lay them off / 

This is for the bloggers gathering that fodder / 

Who aint afraid to make a claim and say that they the author / 

This is for the IRS, keep your hands up out my checks / 

This is for the Middle East, I hope one day I see that peace / 

This is for my president, dog, you better represent / 

This is for my ex chick, say hi to my next chick / 

This is for the Lovers, underneath the covers / 

And all their future children stuck inside them rubbers / 

This is for my mother, my father, my brothers / 

I know I don't say it too much, but you know that I love ya / 

This is for my artists, the ones who work the hardest / 

Though you might be starvin' keep touching where the heart is / 

This is for the DJs, keep your boy on replay / 

This is for the crate diggers, keep makin’ them crates bigger 

This is for the haters, I know I'll see you later / 

This is for my college loans, at least I made the HNRL / 

This goes out to my crew, I'm there right beside you / 

This goes out to everyone, the hard work is never done. 
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LINER NOTES 

What exactly is art? Where does it come from? Who makes it? These 
questions I used to ask my self as a youngster. It wasn’t that I was so 
interested in it. It was that I felt that those who could actually be considered 
(and more importantly, considered themselves) artists were only relegated to 
being bougie, coffee-shop-kickin’-it, cheese and cracker eatin\pretentious 
well to do crazies with no concept of reality. (You have to consider that the 
SFMOMA was the prominent memory of art in my childhood). A paint splatter 
on a blank canvas? Trash art? I didn’t get it. So why so many years later does 
my debut project place such importance on it? The answer lies somewhere in 
between the romantic ideal and the practical application. My studies in 
“Trackademicks” started way before the name came into existence. 


Music has played such an important role in my life. It’s my voice when I can’t 
find the words to speak. It’s the shoulder I lean on when I don’t have the 
strength to go it alone. Sometimes it’s the only reminder that even when things 
are at their worst, I’m not the first person to go through it and definitely not the 
last. I find solace in it. It motivates me to do things I normally would not. It 
provides the insight from those who are further along in their journey that I am 
in mine. 


This song was actually one of the last songs I completed for the album. I 
created it with intention; something I rarely do. 

As a kid, I used to listen to so many different types of music. I owe it all to my 
parents of course, both in the taste and listening philosophy. The very core of 
my existence is rooted in diversity. A second-generation Filipino father from 
the Bay, A Black mother from Richmond, Virginia. Representations of their 
respective groups is where the real importance lies. It was the 80s. The typical 
household soundtrack consisted of Wham!, Tears For Fears, Sade, Bob James, 
Swing Out Sister, Basia and my personal favorite at the time, the “King of 
R&B ”, Bobby Brown... The list goes on. Before I got into hip-hop, these artists 
were my sonic foundation. Perhaps just as important in the development of my 
ear, if not more important, were movie soundtracks. My childhood holy trinity 
of movie trilogies - Star Wars, Indiana Jones, and Back To the Future- all had a 
profound effect on me in terms of evocative emotion. 

And in essence, that’s what it all boils down to. Music is the soundtrack to our 
lives. It’s what we live to. It serves as a reminder of how things used to be. It 
can bring you places you’ve never been. It’s like a time machine itself. And no 
matter who you are, it can communicate feeling to you better than words ever 
could. 


Art comes from us. It’s a window into the soul. Its expression is a reflection of 
our thoughts and desires. And if you want to understand the State Of The Arts, 
you must start with yourself. 
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LYRICS J 

I been in it for a minute trynta get it and won't quit it / 

Cause I'm sick of livin’ in the limits that I've been given 

Day in day out looking for a way out / 

A rain cloud to find my way out this dang drought / 

Workin’ all damn day to make the track bounce / 

Off the rackmount come to find out you can't even cash 

Too close to assed out, credit cards maxed out/ 

It’s hard to make the track pound when the lights are blacked out / 

I started thinkin 1 now its time for me to finish / 

I need a weekend where I'm flyin’ off to Venice / 

And I'ma need it by the time I drop this sentence / 

Cause the spot'll be too hot and they all want Trackademicks / 

But you gotta study if you want a beat from this cuddie / 

I don't just mess with anybody even if they got money / 

Its funny, I ain’t never had to change / 

But everyone now starting to know my name / 

So you say you fed up? Stop foolin’ yourself / 

You trynta lose weight put the food on the shelf / 

Ya crew ain’t rappin', put your crew on the shelf / 

The only way it’s gon' happen's if you Do It Yourself/ 

So you say you fed up? Stop foolin yourself / 

Cause waitin’ on your buddy that could ruin your wealth / 

And thinkin' bout ya money, that could ruin your health / 

The only way its gon' happen's if you Do It Yourself / 

On them days where my cash flow slower than a constipated asshole / 

Natural aggression may grab hold / 

I won't snap though, I got a strong backbone / 

And a plan so these tracks blow like an afro / 

Cause at the same time, work time is playtime / 

There ain't no break time cause break time waste time / 

Even when I'm chillin’, feel like time is missin' / 

I'm gettin' ideas from livin’ life that's worth a million / 

Stay in a state of mind to do what I gotta do / 

A lotta dudes who want the jewels'll screw who they gotta screw / 

That aint me though, I'm linkin' with my people / 

And together we trynta bring the change without all that jingle / 

En vivo and direct, we bringin it to you like a freak show on the net / 

In hopes that the people with respect / 

What it takes to stay true when the root of all evil's in effect / 

Hook/ 

Whether it’s nature or nurture, these haters'll hurt ya / 

Debate whs fou say just cuz they wanna burst ya / 

Bubble to rubble and crumble everything you worked for/ 

But they don't deserve even a name in my verse cause / 

Its hard enough trynta itch your scratch / 

When all your helpin’ still ain’t got your back / 

But at the top of the class that ain’t the way we livin' / 

The HNRL ask questions, call it Gangsta Grillin' / 

Like are you Deal Real like Soho in London / 

Or lyin’ to yourself like homos who frontin’ / 

I know what a gun is, rather roll with the punches / 

At least I'll be around to model rolls the the youngn’s / 

The HNRL’s in the function, everybody invited / 

Individually strong, even smarter united / 

Even followin’ guidance, gotta stand on your own / 

Only way we know your man enough to handle the throne 
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LINER NOTES 

I don’t like roadblocks. If I’m thinking about traveling down a road and see an immovable 
obstacle, I’ll find another way around it. Sometimes it’s just about getting things done 
efficiently. 

The term “D.I.Y.” has become king. I can honestly say that if I had not been born in this era, I 
may not be making music at all. The ability to conceive something, write, program, arrange, 
and record it with no one else’s help is still amazing to me. Back in the day, the barriers to 
entry into music production were real high for the average high school kid with no money or 
professional guidance. Instead of wallowing in the fact that I had no idea how music was 
professionally produced, I jumped into it head first with what I had. I started my journey with 
a Casio keyboard and a little later, a Karaoke machine. Bulk packs of Maxell, TDK, and 
Memorex cassette tapes were worth their weight in Gold. I used to layer a sound on one 
cassette (usually drums first), play along with it while recording onto another cassette, and 
do that over and over until I had the beat. In essence, each cassette was one track, like Pro 
Tools. I learned a lot about sound back then. Many times, the sound I’d layer would only end 
up in one speaker. I’d end up having the drums and piano in on speaker and the vocals in the 
other. Before the Karaoke machine, tracking vocals was a whole different process in itself. 

No Iso-booths, Pop-Screens, Condenser Mies, Consoles, DAWs, even or Computers for that 
matter. Just a Radio Shack mic positioned next to the speaker in order to pick up both the 
vocals AND the music. Modern caveman status. And don’t mess up while tracking. You’d 
have to do the whole song over again. And if there was more than one person on the song, 
you’d have to switch positions quick enough so they could get their head in the speaker in 
time. All so we could have one severely muffled recording to share between all of us. I know 
for a fact that there are dubbed copies floating around. Of course, I have everything. Maybe 
I’ll drop a song or two in the distant, very distant future... 

I can honestly say that the mentality and approach hasn’t changed in my music making 
process. I do what I can with what I have. And if don’t have it, I fake it. Or better yet, take it. 
And I must say, not having everything at your disposal makes success a whole lot sweeter. 
With the exception of literally just a couple knob tweaks, SOTA has been a complete exercise 
in “D.I.Y.” 

I wrote “D.I.Y.” during a time when things were unclear. I knew what direction I wanted to 
move in, but didn’t quite know which route to take. It was 2005. Myspace was just starting to 
crack. The HNRL was finally official. Street wear brands didn’t have a chokehold on the game 
yet. Blogs were more like newsletters than the New York Times. The music industry 
apocalypse was already under way. And with my first appearance in Fader Magazine, I had 
just landed on Plymouth Rock. 

Things were moving quickly for me, not all necessarily in my control. My name started 
ringing bells and folks started ringing the phone. I learned fast that not everyone who talks 
about it IS about it. I’m someone who likes to be in control, so when things aren’t, I tend to 
retreat, reevaluate, restructure and resume. Not a hard thing for me to do, being a natural 
introvert. At the time, I was fed up with the talk of strategy and hesitation to execute. I 
needed action. It’s hard to know what to do sometimes when everything is so unstructured. 

So you end up doing what you can, adopting the attitude “if it’s not useful, it useless”. 


You can talk about how cold the water is all day, but until you take a dive, you won’t know 
how much cold you can take. You never know, you may just surprise yourself with thicker 
skin than you imagined. 
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LYRICS 




Its a New Day, a New Age, and we gon’ give it to you More Than Two Ways / 

Multidimensional, Original, Can't you see the vision now? / 

Do you do it for the club, or do it for the street? / 

Nah man I do for me / 

As long as I'm pigeonholed as original / 

I don't care what you listen for / 

Whether speedin’ in your car or you drinkin’ at the bar / 

Gettin heated with a star or spendin’ Visas at the mall / 

All Yall shake heads if you heard me / 

Put up your hands and throw up your turfs please / 

Do you do it for the red, or do it for the blue? / 

Before I answer that, you gotta give me a clue / 

Cause I don't I wear rags cause I don't want drama / 

Don't like politics, though I voted Obama / 

When I hear my slap, I see the color purple / 

Kinda like the color of them California Herbals / 

Red, Blue, and Green make the screen for the TV / 

And they pile on Krylon to write that Graffiti / 

We use colorful words to paint the facts / 

And when you put 'em all together, they just fade to black / 

Do you do it for the money or do it for the Fame? / 

Hold up, let me explain / 

I’m a California Radical, flippin’ Flowmatical / 

More or less concerned for return on my capital / 

Its natural we all need the dough / 

But not enough to suck or have to go sell my soul / 

Used to wanna rap for the fame, have the girls scream my name / 

But they probably wouldn't love me if it wasn't for the money! / 

Do you do it for the love or do it for the skeet? / 

Awww, that's a trick question! / 

The lesson that I learned, whether loved and lost/ 

Loved and tossed is become the boss / 

Of yourself, don't live for no one else / 

Cause once you do that you jn' ruin your health / 

Even your wealth or self could follow / 

And life's no good when your heart becomes hollow... 



5 


LINER NOTES 

You ever get the feeling that some people don’t ever grow up? And I’m not 
talking about Peter Pan Syndrome. That would lean more towards emotional 
growth. I’m talking about logically; the ability to see things in multi-dimension. 
Understand that there are more than two sides to every issue. I know I’m not 
alone in this. How many times have you been asked beef or chicken when 
you’d rather have Morning Star? And then get looked at like an alien for not 
eating meat? 

In middle school, I remember the most pressing question to ask someone was 
“Are you a Rapper or a Rocker?” in reference to your musical leanings. As a 
kid, The Warehouse had me thinking ‘Pop, Rock, and Soul’ was one genre. So 
confusing. For reasons more to do with skin color than music taste I would 
reply “rapper”. As an adult, I clearly understand that this was a completely 
loaded question. We as people have a very basic need to define and categorize 
everything we come across. That I understand. And that’s fine for things that 
deserve definitive answers. The discrepancy I come across in this is at the 
heart of my question about the State of the Arts. How can someone accurately 
define and categorize YOUR art, inadvertently categorizing you, when their 
frame of reference for who you are and what you do may not even transcend a 
blog post, a free download or a biased reference? 

We all have limits, whether self-imposed or not, that define who we are. 
However, what I do understand is that in social contexts, hand in hand with 
categorization comes valuation. The value we put on the different categories 
and the connotation of that value. And it’s done everyday. It’s that “fill in the 
bubble” shit. Life ain’t the SATs. Yet many are forced to let that system define 
their academic worth, determining a specific course for the rest of their life 
and the likelihood that certain opportunities will (or won’t) present themselves. 

“More Than Two Ways” is what I’m all about. Its who I am ethnically, 
musically, emotionally, demographically, all that. The well rounded square. Its 
about the word “AND” as opposed to “OR”. 

It was a pleasure to have the homie Teeko of 40neFunk on the assist for this 
one. His cuts bring this track back from the clouds to earth. Dude is definitely 
Ponce De Leon of this sound creation/manipulation shit. I’m proud to have him 
and his Controller One Turntable bless SOTA. It’s about pushing the 
boundaries and expansion, so I wanted the sound to reflect that 
wholeheartedly. When I hear this, I see a finish line and I’m dashing towards it. 
Maybe I’lr be fortunate enough to have an orchestra recreate it one day, bring 
it back to where I intended it to be since its inception. 

“Expansion is a positive reaction to the Universe, while retraction, or cutting 
back, or pulling off... Those are all negative forces.” -Sheila in Secret of My 
SucceSs 


LYRICS 

Stop It! If you think you gonna make a profit/ ■ w 


Its a New Era and we stompin’ out that nonsense / 

Stop It! That way you won't have a guilty conscience / 

We keep it so humble you might think it’s obnoxious / 

Stop It! Stop It! Stop It! Stop (t! / 

Now, Mr. Braggadocio, why you rappin' So-So? / 

You used to be a Show Boat but nowadays it don't float / 

Why I be Topsidin? I think you know the reason / 

I aint slippin', gotta grip that grain every season / 

Freezin’ or swelterin', I feel quite comfortable / 

The secret’s in my weapon and I treat it like the Love Below / 

Deep from the gut with every cut is how we impact / 

Ask your Little Brother when you give what do you Get Back? / 

Mr. Superficial, I thought you were official / 

Until I saw your wrist glow with light that's artificial / 

Back then I didn't know, but now the story's different / 

See I love this game but you treat her as your mistress / 

Walkin’ like you limpin', Talking like you pimpin' / 

Obviously a mockery cause patna you just senseless / 

Admit it, leave the game to those who are committed / 

The mission, to get in all the voids that are missin' / 

Hook/ 

Take one, take two, that ain't the case boo / 

Know a lot of chicks that'd love to replace you / 

Hate Me, Hate Me, Hate Me, Hate Me, I will never hate you / 

Old money hustlin' but I'm trynta get the cake new / 

Break through the walls that will make you / 

Risked everything, all in, its high stakes dude / 

Stop It! You guys'll never make a profit/ 

You androids and derelicts, mutants, and false pr 

If you make a profit, what will you profit? / 

Your souls will get sold like cars at an auction/ 

Often, the stuntin' the boastin' and the flossin' 

Gets you in a coffin, it happens quite often / 

Caution, beware of the yellow tape / 

This is nonsense, you see it all in his face / 

He's insecure, so he's lying and he's braggin 

But man he's afraid to fight the lion and the 
Stop It! / 

Hook 
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LINER NOTES 

I’m a fan of Manny Pacquiao. Not just the Filipino in me either. That makes it 
sweeter though, I can’t lie. Honestly, I’m a fan because of his humility. Always 
calm, cool, and collected - to the point that some boxing fans underestimate 
his ability, until their cash cow on is lying on the mat all tenderized like a 
Rocky Balboa punching bag. After seeing this, who wants beef? 

I love an unassuming victor. An underdog. A quiet confidence. Someone who 
shows up for business. Not someone whose business is all show. Don’t get me 
wrong. I definitely don’t have an issue with solid showmanship by any means. I 
mean, this is “Show Business”, right? A certain amount of pomp and 
circumstance is necessary. Antics and all that. But I’ve never been a fan of the 
Bait and Switch or the Red Herring. If you sell me a boat, that bitch better 
float... 

And in a day and age where fame and celebrity itself is idolized, and more 
alarmingly, idealized, by so many more than ever before, it can get hard to 
spot the difference between the authentic and the fraudulent. And it’s gotten to 
the point where the messenger is much, much more important than the 
message. It’s not how someone knows of you, it’s that they even know of you at 
all. The means IS the end. 

When contemplating the overall state of the arts, not just in hip-hop, but all 
popular art forms where ART and COMMERCE are at odds in a constant battle 
for reconciliation, you have to look at the value the artists themselves place on 
their respective disciplines. I wouldn’t have much to say if the terms 
“Entertainer” and “Artist” weren’t perceived as interchangeable... 

As I’m writing this, despite the rant, I feel like the art form of hip-hop is in a 
very good place. This goes back to the “D.I.Y” spirit the culture is based on. 

The traditional industry may be between a rock and a hard place, but 
creatively, things are at an all time high. Dudes are making their own music, 
calling their own shots. Mistah F.A.B. is one those dudes, an individual whose 
scope is so large that being preoccupied with one aspect of him may eclipse 
you from seeing another. His outspoken humility was a key element in the song 
to drive home the fact that some just rap to hear their voice; others rap to use 
their voice. 

It’s extremely hard for most to be taken seriously when what they’re 
impersonati ng.is standing right next to them... I literally made this beat right 
after I called F.A.B. to come to the studio. The concept came to me right as he 
hit me to let me know he’d arrived. It was pretty much knocked out that 
evening. 
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LYRICS 



Tell me why you seem to think that I can't help myself / 

I've never called you, never see you, just stay to myself / 

You're the only one who seems to think that we are more / 

I know you're only playing games because you need to score / 

I must admit when I first saw you, yes I was attracted / 

I didn't speak cause speech is cheap and che aint my reaction / 
I meet a lot of women but their beauty doesn't blind me / 

So tell me why you think that you’re the only one to try me / 
Because I didn't stay caught up in all the traps you laid / 

Now you spreadin' rumors, simply falsifying claims / 

I keep my business separate from the pleasures I enjoy / 

And since my business is your pleasure, you I must avoid / 

She don't really like you, I just think she likes ur car / 

She don't really want you I just think she wants a star / 

You told your friends that I was cheap and didn't take you out / 
Truth be told, that aint the reason we ain’t leave your house / 

I just ain’t into paying for a service I don't need / 

Why should I buy peaches when my backyard has a tree? / 
Delicious and Nutritious is the way I keep my diet / 

And you a cupcake with no feelin, and my tongue don't like it/ 
Face it, you the only one that has something to prove / 

Because I ain’t gon play that game, you know that you gon’ lose / 
Yes, I must admit that you broke me off like Kit Kat / 

Now I only wish that you would simply get back / 

If you're looking for the limelight, then you are not my type! / 

Get out of my eyesight, and please stay out of my life! 
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LINER NOTES 

You’ve heard about it forever. Some love it. Some despise it. Star athletes 
know about it. Police and Firemen know about it. First chair sax players know 
about it. Hell, even preachers do. It’s one of those things that will always exist 
under the right circumstances. What am I talking about? 

Fanatical Females Following Fellas For Fun / Fellatial / Financial Favors. 

Groupies. 

Being a star player definitely has its perks. But lets dig a little deeper. Lets say 
you’ve been carrying the ball for while now, bobbing and weaving like a 
running back with superstar agility. Eventually you may get tired. And 
eventually, you may get tackled. Question is... How fast can you get up? 

This is about those who got blindsided, and have been out the game just a little 
too long for comfort. You got caught. And for whatever reason, you can’t shake 
this annoying pain in your ear, or for the seriously afflicted- the wallet. 

High Speed Chase Shit. 

That pretty much sums up how I feel about the game. That’s how the average 
groupie moves. Because, unlike many men, its not simply about the chase. 
There’s a goal in mind. The chase is a means to that goal. And once they reach 
that goal, they may never set another if the pasture is THAT green. “Score” is 
the sonic incarnation of a lust lost. The month-long one night stand. That’s how 
the song moves. And I wanted it to sound like the candy aisle. Like all them 
loud-ass exclusive kick colorways from a couple years ago. Sneaker Freaker. 
Minus the Sneaker... 
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I used to get to work on time / 

But now it just feels like a grind / 

Clock in, Clock out/ 

Do you know what I’m talkin’ bout? / 

Back then I was prayin hopin / 

That one day I would get promoted / 

But it seems now these days / 

You aint trynta give me a raise / 

You used to give me positive feedback / 
But you criticize and I don’t need that / 
When you speak, I gotta listen? / 

That aint in my job description / 

Yo, I find it kinda odd/ 

That now I finally got a job/ 

And other work gon’ call me back / 

Tell me please, What’s up with that? / 

Boy you act like its so hard / 

You hate it so much then Quit Yo Job / 

Quit Yo Job / Maybe I won’t jump the gun / 
Two jobs could be a lot of fun / 

But then I might be on the run / 

And that could make it hard to cum / 
Maybe I’ll get a temp job/ 

When it gets hard, I’ll get lost/ 

No need in being pissed off/ 

When the payday is a rip off / 

Either way I’m sick and tired / 

And my conduct still aint got me fired / 

You can have your key back/ 

I don’t think I’m gonna need that/ 

Boy you act like its so hard / 

You hate it so much then Quit Yo Job 





Jf I se 


See, back in the day, folks had one career path / 

But now all these freshmen aint trynta hear that / 

Been workin’ on their resumes ever since second grade / 

With all these jobs and checks to make / 

they’ll never sit in Section 8 / 

Some’ll get a job and quit their first payday / 

Others pullin’ double shifts and run wit it til daybreak / 

While some got no choice and head for unemployment / 

Some’ll get a job they wanna quit but avoid it / 

Like, “I aint choose this work, that bitch chose me / 

And though it hurts to show up, you know I won’t leave” / 

Damn. I thought you was the man / 

But ever since you got a job it spoils all your plans / 

Can’t stay out late cause you gotta wake up early / 

Forgot about style with a dress code so nerdy / 

You way too stressed out to be under thirty / 

You better quit soon and change careers in a hurry/ 

Quit actin’ like you aint grown / 

Get the digits and pick up the phone / 

Aint no reason to be sittin’ at home / 

Life is too tough to have to make it on your own / 

Stop actin’ like it’s gon hurt/ 

Wash your face and fix up your shirt / 

Take out your manners and put away the jerk / 

It’s time to interview so you can get that work. / 

Now as a grown man, I’ve done many positions / 

Trynta get that money shot, been on many search engines / 

Lookin’ for that HotJob, always Craiglistin’ / 

Gotta use that degree that I got in Trackademicks / 

I used to be in retail, but that was no fun / 

Cause it ate all my money every time my check would come / 

I really liked computers, thought It’d make me happy/ 

But I couldn’t stand the feel of that Silicone Valley / 

So I switched it up and got a job in Non-Profit/ 

Never had to trip off wearing ties to the office / 

Love the pita and hummus, but somethin’s kinda odd cause / 

I always get looks like I’m the devil in my Prada / 

So now I’m an entrepro, in charge of my livelihood / 

I set my own hours so you know that my time is good / 

Top-notch applicants beggin’ me to hire ‘em / 

But I’m good for now as a sole proprietor / 

Love what you do and do what you love / 

Whether High Tech, Retail, White Collar, Blue Collar/ 

Really don’t matter as long as you make dollars / 

Love what you do and do what you love / 

Whether High yellow black tail, white girls, or brown skin / 

Really don’t matter if she’s the one you down with 
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Few things in life are more stressful than being in a situation you feel hopeless in. It’s even worse 
if that situation used to hold so much promise. I’ve had more than a few work situations in my 
lifetime. And most of them have chosen me. I’m not quite sure what it is. I haven’t really had to 
chase a job. It’s probably because I’ve never really wasted my time sweating about a job. I’ve 
always been way more concerned with finding a career as opposed to that short-term money 
shot... 

The concept of work is a very interesting one. Work is what it is. The term itself holds no 
qualitative value. Some work is very enjoyable; some, meaningful; some, simply a headache. You 
can really find out a lot about a person by how they approach work, what type of jobs they are 
willing to do, and how well they are at these jobs. This malleable concept is the perfect metaphor 
to describe the unpredictable nature of relationships. Relationships are just that- work. Think 
about it. When trying to get a job, many tend to conveniently hide their “less desirable” traits- how 
much they like to party, why they really quit/got fired from their last job - the list goes on. It’s the 
same with dating. So why would people go through all this? Simple. 

A Payoff! 

At work, it’s a paycheck, benefits, experience, opportunity, security, necessity, love of the job. In 
relationships (of all degrees) it’s much the same; economic stability, social, financial, and sexual 
benefit, human experience, security, need for companionship, and last but not least, love. And just 
like jobs can be monotonous, so can relationships. In the beginning, things are so promising. And 
depending on the fit, you either grow to Enjoy What You Do (HA!) or despise it. 

The main inspiration for this song came from the word “work” itself. In the Bay, “work” has a 
couple meanings. One is in reference to narcotics (see E-40 & Turf Talk “I Got That Work”). The 
other, more fitting in this context, is slang for a desirable female you may or may not be involved 
with. These terms are relatively old. I only like to go to parties and functions where the “work 
situation” is favorable. At the time I wrote this, I wasn’t in a significant relationship. Had some 
“temp work” here and there, but no one I was committed to. I started to feel like maybe I should 
stop floating, always working on this music so much and get someone special in my life. Easier 
said than done. 

In high school I used to be what I called a Pool Diagnostics Technician- in laymans terms, “pool 
man”- for the place I grew up. Why do I bring this up now? Well its relevant because I know 
something about pools. And from what I’ve seen in my brief time here on Plymouth Rock is that the 
“Dating Pool” runs a little bit low on chlorine from time to time, if you get my drift. 

“Get a Job” definitely comes from a real place I was at, and still am. The interesting thing about 
this song couplet is that even though “Quit Yo Job” is ahead in the sequencing, it was “Get A Job” 
that was first conceived. And before concept, came beat. I did this track right around the time I 
first started using Reason. And at the time I was super concerned with preserving the knock factor. 
That thickness and warmth of the hardware I was accustomed to using. I did my best to mimic that 
phat Juno bass I get from my Juno 60 with the octave bass pattern. If you know my productions, 
you know I love some octave bass. “Quit Yo Job” was basically a remix of “Get a Job”. I used 
relatively all of the same presets, minus the drums and a pad. I sped it up because I actually 
wanted to capture the feeling one has when the love is lost. You know, that “concerted casual 
cool” you get when you want someone to know that you don’t care about them or the situation 
anymore. The frustration of time wasted. Stylistically, I wanted the words to breathe, so the 
listener could meditate on every piece of the feeling. Kid Sister really brought the hook to life. You 
know that moment in the heat of a lover’s quarrel: 

“You always’s talkin’ bout you got options, that you gon’ leave. Go ahead then, Get to steppin’! I 
dare you...” At this very moment, the team and I are deciding which songs to do videos for... This 
is one that I want to direct. I have the treatment done. It’s dope. It just might happen. 
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Now I can hardly wait til I get gone in my car / 

So I can turn that system up just so you know who I are / 

Its me (who's that?) Your boy Trackademicks / 

Skatin way below the limit, chillin, slappin Instant Vintage / 

And when I listen, reminisce on how I came up/ 

Watchin Young Black Brothas get rich n famous / 

Some end up AWOL and some get sent to the Cell Block / 

Others Sic Wid It gettin’ checks in they mailbox / 

West Coast Bad Boyz aint knowin No Limits / 

Home grown independents always handle Town Thizzness / 

Stayin Up All Night jottin' down Hieroglyphics / 

To get scritch cause lord knows we so broke like Hobos / 

Every Dog has its Day, in the Bay we Mobbin / 

In the streets trynta make Ouannum Leaps to that Stardom / 

It simple you might need to Get Low to Blow Up / 

You know what? If you love the home team / 

Show Love / 

On a Diplomatic Mission everytime we crossin' state lines/ 

I know that nothings given so you know I gotta take mine / 

Show Love / 

From the Fresh Coast to the East Coast, Down South to the Midwest / 

We make the slap to make it last and show the world we been fresh / 

You know how we do it/ 

Slow it up a little bit / 

Pops, and yall kids are illegitimate / 

Show some love but you rea don’t give a shit / 

Yeah, I’m from the P Coast, where summertime they rock Peacoats / 

Here they come, more than goin’ stupid and dumb / 

Off the Grape Ape Eggplant plum / 

I told em boltin’ on fools like a track meet / 

Me, Track in the lab, we back at beats / 

Its back to the Art again / 

Heart on the sleeve, seen it beat through the cardigan / 

Guerilla marketing, that’s all yall see? Got this thing wrong / 

Aint got shit on me, King Kong / 

This the theme song, until the scene’s gone / 

Yalls Tomfoolery, Tom Petty Pretenders / 

When you knockin’ something tender / 

Just remember, Just Remember... 
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Over the years as I’ve been doing music, I’ve been blessed to be a part of so many different scenes. It 
wasn’t necessarily what I set out to do, just something that happened. From my affiliation with Fools Gold 
Records, to my work with Mistah F.A.B., to the soulectronic sound of my [RejMixtape series, folks have 
not always been able to put my sound in a neat package. When I first started out seriously making beats 
in college, I was concerned with finding a style. All of my immediate beat making influences - Organized 
Noize, Jay Dee, DJ Quik, Khayree, The Neptunes, to name few - had very distinct styles. One thing that 
was very present within these styles was regional influence. 

In my studies, I’ve come to understand regional vantage point as one of the most important filters one 
sees and processes the world through. I learned this first hand through hip-hop of the mid-90s. In high 
school, I was a Bay Area rap super fan. I didn’t understand East Coast hip-hop early on at all. The music 
sounded like it was out there; grimey, cold. West Coast music just sounded more chill, sunny, and 
“open”. Looking back, the “Mobb” aesthetic was something I always gravitated towards. The music was 
so synth heavy. So bass heavy. Yet so smooth. Almost R&B at points. 80’s influenced funk guitar and 
bass with smooth keys were many times part of the equation. It was something you could only get in the 
Bay at the time. The closest thing to come out of the east coast like this was Whodini’s “One Love” 
(inspiration for another one of my favorites, San Quinn’s “Shock the Party”). 

There’s something to be said about the cultural impact the previous generation has on its successors. If 
you look at the different regions and what types of music were popular, you can start to construct a 
blueprint for what the next generation will look to, to define and redefine itself. In the case of Bay Area 
hip hop, a juxtaposition of smooth 80’s R&B and Soul (what Whiz and DJ Tap.10 have coined Champagne 
Soul; acts like Loose Ends, Juicy, Cherelle ) mixed with the west coast’s love for that Midwest brand of 
funk (Ohio Players, P-Funk, Roger & Zapp), were the some of the most influential building blocks. Add 
those influences together with hip hop and we have that Classic Bay aesthetic. 

“Show Love” follows the long Bay Area hip-hop tradition of reinterpolation. Ever since I was a teen, Bay 
rappers had complete reinterpolations, from hooks to recreated productions, of old and current R&B/Soul 
songs. Texas was definitely another place where this was a trend. Spank Pops and 1-O.A.K. are no 
novices to the reinterpolation game. Spanks’ Loose Ends remake, “Hangin”’ is one of my favorite HNRL 
slaps. There are countless examples of songs that fit in this category. Just to name a few of my personal 
favorites: 

3x Krazy - “Keep It On the Real” / Mac Dre - “Its Raining Game In Northern California” / Luniz - “Playa 
Hata” / Ant Banks - “Players Holiday” / The Click - “Scandalous” / San Quinn & Messy Marv - “Home” 

I chose Doc Box & B Fresh’s “Slow Love” because it’s a quintessential Tender Knock (also coined by 
Whiz and DJ Tap.10). Tender Knock is almost like the freaky younger sister of Champagne Soul. It’s just 
as smooth, but where Champagne Soul reminds you of, say, a “grown & sexy” type of love vibe, Tender 
Knock brings those things to fruition, behind closed doors. Or at least has a very strong innuendo to the 
sound. If Champagne Soul is Lisa McDowell walking down the isle towards Prince Akeem, Tender Knock 
is younger sister Patrice seducing her sister’s Jheri curled ex-lover. Music to grind to. Make babies to. 
Think Bobby Brown’s “Roni”, Jodeci. Not all Tender Knock is “nasty” per se, but its all very smooth. For 
example Slick Rick “Teenage Love” or LL “I Need Love”. 702 “I Still Love You” is one of the 
latest/greatest examples. 

“Show Love” speaks to a strong sentiment strongly felt in the Bay. It’s about self-love. How is anyone 
else going to love you if you don’t yourself? I love the Bay and everything about it. I wanted to write a 
song to remind folks of the rich legacy we have here. In recent years it was Hyphy, another piece of the 
puzzle. From the Invisibl Skratch Piklz (who Fools Gold homie A-Trak was affiliated with at one point), to 
Hiero, to Livewire. For every nationally known crew, there are several more unknowns. The people around 
me are the examples that have shown me how this music thing is supposed to work. It’s a part of me. 
Credit and acknowledgement of contribution is something we must not forget to do. Of course everyone 
knows Jay-Z and Snoop. Its all the artists in between, whether small or large, that support and enrich the 
culture. 

Show Love to those who’ve paved the way. 

o 
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People always seem to question me, askin' me irrationally / 

Did 1 choose my destiny, will money be my apogee? / ^ 1 TJ&*fr~~ 

End all be all, nab that’s a seesaw / 

Even when you ballin’ you can always hit the bottom / 

Every single mornings like a practice on how to get up / 

So I don't get my ass kicked, I'm doin’ mostly sit ups / 

Supporters bout tag this like writers doin’ hit ups / 

With that IT Factor, now they all trynta get us / 

Or get wit us like a bad chick wit a body / 

Always actin' kinda naughty like she handin' out punany 

And she ain’t gaggin’ like lolli? / 

I must be poppin if that's how bad you want me! / 

Cause just a minute ago, I had original flows and exceptional slap / 

With professional tact to keep the "Fresh" on the map 

But they weren't messin’ with that / 

But now they are, consistency is the lesson in that/ 

They always askin "Dude how you feel? / 

You look like you just found a two dollar bill" / 

Is that right? Well who got scrill? / 

Couldn't Be me, I'm just the Fool on the Hill / 

And the world keeps spinning round / 

Nothing yall said coula ever get me down / 

And the world keeps spinning round / 

For those who didn't feel me, bet you with me now! / 

Yellow light, caution, pause as ya boy paint a portrait / 

Of an artist as a young man starving / 

Young man learnin’ with so many turns and twists / 

In his flow that you might get car sick / 

Might be awarded for beefin’ / 

But you don’t want beef, ho nigga eat a parsnip / 

Might see niggas act bitch but then they wanna switch and / 

Hitch they little red wagon to your starship / 

Please Mr. Coleman, Phontigga beg your pardon / 

Don’t mean to gloat but, I would love to float up / 

On your Loveboat to get away from my hardship / 

Now I see why niggas be on that rock star shit / 

Because the game’ll make you paranoid / 

And all your friends and your foes say it comes with the territory / 

They wanna watch you die slow like Miss Evers’ Boys / 

So when I do my own thing, I know I’m better for it / 

Hook / told her I'ma need some space now / 

She told me look up at the night sky, you won't find it face down / 

I can see she's on the chase now / 

Don't she know no one's gonna take her place now / 

She told me don't forget tne little people grindin 1 / 

Open your eye lids, where I live my time spent with giants / 

Minds state super-sized, minus the small fries / 

Why underestimate the impact that you had on mine / 

I'm rollin' with with bosses who know what the cost is / 

Know what the worth is, know how to bargain / 

Know how to work this, know when to pause it, the politics and nonsense that cursed this / 

So when you catch me in traffic, I'm passing the gridlock & shit talkin' road rage for open 
lanes/ 

Dont try and slow me down, cause when they hold me down, that's when I float away... 
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Consistency. Hard Work. Perseverance. I aspire to achieve these daily. Not just in this professional, 
musical life that I have created, but in every aspect. If someone would have keyed me in to the fact that I 
would be doing music as a career, I would have met them with disbelief. “I can’t be a musician. Too 
much instability.” That’s the type of person I am. Always thinking ahead, many times, to a fault. A 
career in music isn’t like a career in medicine or law; There are no set courses you have to take or exams 
you must pass. No, it’s more like a popularity contest. If people like you, you can do it. And even if they 
don’t like you, you can still do it. Ever since I can remember, I’ve been hearing the same thing; Do what 
you Love and you’ll Love what you Do. I can say that I’ve taken that advice. Whether deliberately or 
reluctantly, is neither here nor there. Fact of the matter is that this is what I’ve chosen to do. 

With all the ups and down that can be associated with choosing such an untraditional career path, much 
of it has been an uphill battle to find happiness in the means, as opposed to the ends. Truth is, this takes 
a lot of work. Many times, work that is not appreciated by anyone, sometimes ever, due to label 
purgatory, a lack of funds, etc. And on top of that, the paycheck you might get in a shitty, dead end 
nine-to-five isn’t even a guarantee for a hard-working, talented artist. This is why artistic integrity and 
love are so instrumental in this. If those are lost, then all is lost. 

Success is an interesting concept. It isn’t objective. It can lie in the mere decision to do something, rather 
than how well it is done. Different people process things completely differently. Fifteen-year-old 
Trackademicks would consider it a success to have the Blackberry rolodex and discography that I do now. 
And I’m just talking about the contacts of people I have in the Bay. Present day Trackademicks considers 
that same thing a merebuilding block on the way to success. Success for me has been like working in the 
engine room of a ship. You’re constantly doing things keep the ship running in tip-top shape. And after a 
long time afloat, you go up on deck and realize that while everything remained the same down below, the 
ship has sailed and you aren’t nearly in the same place you were when you began. The crazy thing is that 
your journey may only be 3-day cruise from LA to Mexico as opposed to a 14-day Mediterranean 
galavant. Haters, who aren’t on either boat, may talk down on your choice trip because they have no idea 
WHY you chose to aim for what they may conceive as “less”. While others “would love to float up on your 
Loveboat to get away from [their] hardship”... 

When I first approached Phonte to do the song, I had the first verse and hook. When it comes to 
songwriting, it’s a form of therapy for me. I usually have a specific idea I’m hoping to convey. Knowing 
the type of songwriter Phonte is, I knew he’d be perfect to bring that message home. I first worked with 
him in a roundabout way through Midwest dance duo Windimoto, doing a remix for his melodic moniker, 
Victor St. Clair (this was waaaay before the current domination of Foreign Exchange Music in all the 
hearts and post-neo-souls of the grown and sexy). We began to talk and I ended up doing a remix of his 
remake (yes, you heard right) of Joe Jackson’s “Steppin Out” for Zo! and Tigallo Love the 80s project. His 
verse is the perfect articulation of the thoughts many of us have when pushing artistic and 
entrepreneurial career paths from zero to light speed in a small amount of time. 

Sacrifice is definitely a part of this equation. In my own personal quest, I’ve dealt with this quite a bit - 
whether financial, romantic, etc. While family and friends are getting married, going on vacations, and 
moving up those respective corporate ladders, I’ve been going for dolo for so long, with tunnel vision on a 
goal that doesn’t necessarily have a definitive end. No “complaints”, per se, but things definitely get put 
into perspective every so often. These same friends and family look at me and sometimes long for the 
“freedom” that I have. But “on them days where the cash flow is slower than a constipated asshole”, the 
green grass I’m standing on doesn’t appears so green. And trying to explain the movements of a 
money-motivated mindset to a lady friend who wants nothing more than your time makes it all even 
harder. The real message of this is in the hook. It’s all about the attitude you approach all of this with. 

No matter how good or bad it gets, I understand that it could be better AND worse. This keeps me 
motivated when down and grounded when I’m sky high. “Fool On The Hill” is possibly one of the most 
transparently insightful points of SOTA, in terms of who I am, as a person and what’s been on my mind 
throughout this amazing journey. And I’m still looking forward to the future and what’s in store. Because I 
have no idea... 
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I been around the world from Rome to Ipanema / 

Tasted cuisine from Bangkok to Lima / 

Chilled with fly chicks from Prague to Giza / 

All at my leisure, without a Visa / 

I been around the map, Montreal to Hong Kong / 

Chilled with French chicks with nothing but thongs on / 

All while this songs on/ 

Now tell me I'm not wrong / 

Yeah, cause we catchin’ a flight/ 

No need to pack your bags, we leavin’ tonight / 

As an American teen it’s an embarrassing thing / 

Dreaming American dreams on things that have never been seen / 

Before that Mr. Metropolitan, politickin' and dollar gettin 1 / 

My dog had bitten not a kitten so I was on a mission / 

To get in where I fit in not with just the model bitches / 

Was fond of women, so I made a plan that got attention / 

Been interested in livin' La Dolce Vita/ 

With Both the Eva's in Costa Rica / 

Making love Under the Cherry Moon / 

With hot Brazillian Girls like them dudes from De Janeiro do / 

Who's the freshest, mirror, mirror on the wizall / 

Answer without me? Panties with nasitizall / 

International Lampoons without Clark Griswald / 

Kooler than a pack of tobacco with menthol / 

Afro-Filipino whenever Track is involved / 

International Playboi, must I convince yall? / 

Nah, cause y’all already know this / He way too cocky for it all to be bogus! / 

Hook/ 

Yeah cause everybody makes plans / 

But you don’t need a passport when you plane lands / 

Tip for the chauffeur, watching the money change hands / 

Straight to the runway, coppin’ the name brands/ 

Sun shinin’ so bright, pop on the Raybans / 

Black feet on the white beach makes gray sand / 

Yeah, but there’s no gray in my day / 

You can tell I’m foreign cause my English gave me away / 

Oooh, this is livin’ the life/ 

If you ain’t livin’ like this, you ain’t livin it right / 

Private chef makin’ dinner tonight / 

Al fresco, the sun set cinnamon spice / 

Nice, or should I say Nice/ 

French Riviera so near to the beach / 

That it sounds like the waves’ trynta make a speech / 

I sit back with a glass of Rose like preach / 

And then, a kiss on the cheek/ 

And she’s wearing nothing but a grin, peace / 

To the room with Egyptian cotton sheets / 

Layin’ on my back thinkin’ life’s so sweet 
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Hawaii. Tahiti. The Maldives. Dubai. Morocco. I can go on for hours. Those are just the some of 
the hot places. We aren’t even talking about the places that I’d have to dress up like Jigga and 
Kells from the Madison Square Gardens Fade to Black show. You know, 
Hip-Hop-Dalmatian-Ski-Patrol style. 

I can’t exactly pinpoint the moment I became fixated on the “Breeze”. Before I knew it, the Breeze 
had permeated every corner of my life. What is the Breeze you ask? It is only the preeminent 
feeling I strive to manifest almost every single time I sit down in front of my equipment. It’s 
inspired by my favorite parts of this natural world we live in; coastlines, oceans, the view I get 
from being up 35,000 feet in the air. It’s forward-thinking, always focused on what can happen, not 
what has happened. The feeling lends itself to celebratory and aspirational soundscapes (peep 
“Topsidin”’, Solid”). It’s as if you’re listening to the ocean breeze through your headphones. 

I’ve always been drawn to laidback music, a sound that connotes that “good life”. The music 
almost serves the same purpose as a physical vacation: an actual departure from the stresses of 
every day life. Bossa Nova, Sophisti-Pop, all the random types of music on those chic 
electronic/downtempo/lounge compilations with the word “chill” somewhere in the title. This 
fixation began sometime during high school; the desire to be up on things that everyone else 
wasn’t. At one point, MoxMore and I would go shopping damn near every weekend, out of town, in 
order to “cop the name brands”. We’d show up back to school and get hella questions, “Where’d 
you get that?”. The reply was always the same. “Baby D’s”, a fabricated one stop retail shop 
based off of Burlington Coat Factory’s “Baby Depot”, with all the finest Polo and Pelle Pelle, and 
whatever else was in the back of The Source at magazine the time. We weren’t about to blow up 
the spot and tell everyone to go to Burlington and Marshalls. We wanted it all. The hard earned 
cash from my job as a file clerk for the Oakland Raiders ticketing department afforded me to buy 
Air Max 95s and plush leather jackets. Perception was everything in high school; we realized that. 

If you looked and acted the part, you became that in the eyes of everyone. “If you build it they will 
come.” 

Like so many before who’ve claimed “ I Got It Made”, this song is one of many that pays homage 
to that coveted ideal of the “Good life”. People poppin’ that game like they’ve been there but 
couldn’t even point it out on a map if they tried. This song is meant to be an outlandish display of 
my life’s Phil[FLOSS]ophy. Up to this point, I’ve not nearly been to all the places named in the 
song... yet. Don’t get it twisted though. I have some awesome stamps in my passport... Just 
enough to be on stand-by Jetset status. I was once told by my college homeboy that every time 
you eat or listen to something foreign, or sleep with someone foreign, by transitive property you 
have been transported to that far away land. Very intriguing perspective... If that’s the case, I’ve 
been all around the world, Japan to Oaksterdam... 

“All at my leisure, without a Visa”. Here in America, there is a definite class of individual who 
goes out of the way to travel the world, learn about other cultures, and be part of the global 
community. Americans, we are so culturally isolated. You can fly 3000 miles and still be in the 
same country. You only have to know English here. And in many parts of the country, there is a 
strong xenophobic mentality with a chokehold on those afraid to leave. For those of us that know 
there is more outside of our borders, Internationalism becomes an ideal. Something we strive to 
achieve. Just ask the Style Council. The idea that you can feel at home anywhere around the world 
is an outlook many Americans can’t even entertain. 

“International Affairs” and “Topsidin”’ are just the tip of the Iceberg for the amount of songs Mox 
and I have on the subject of the livin’ “La Dolce Vita”. When you get us together, its like all of the 
aspirations we had as teens manifest themselves musically. Even though we’ve done a lot of things 
we talk about, there still seems to be an idealized characteristic to it. We’re part of that Toys ‘R’ Us 
generation; none of us really want to grow up... So we grip that youthful energy and use it as a 
filter through which we look at everything, as we get older and further away from innocence. 
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I got my Polo Shirt, (Check!)/ 

My Sperrys On, (Check!) / 

My Black Card, (Nope, I ain't got that yet) / 

Don’t act like I'm not that fresh / 

Don’t act like I'm not that fresh / 

I got my Griffies On (Check!) / 

Supreme On, (Check!)/ 

My Ferrari, (Nope, I ain't got that yet) / 

Don’t act like I'm not that fresh / 

Don’t act like I'm not that fresh / 

Ask me how good I feel, what’s my inspiration / 

I do it for the Goodwill, do it for Salvation / 

Yes for the soul, but mostly for the body / 

Dribble with my second-hand budget for the ballin' / 

They be talkin' when we walkin' in cause honestly we flossin 1 / 

Mami, she a hottie and she prolly out here hawkin' / 

See, the girl, she low key, till she off that Stoli / 

And wanna get to know me, ain't trippin’ off your Rollie / 

Oyster Perpetual like a seafood buffet / 

But she don't like the surf, got a taste for the turf / 

But I'm flyer than the air, a different kind of player / 

Now she trvnta book a flight cause she wanna go there / 

Mile High Club, City in the Clouds / 

And I'm Lando In a laml es I got handles / 

Negotiatin' curves, like a lawyer for that ass though / 

Ana yes, I want a handful, girl don't be bashful / 

I got her phone number (Check!) / 

Her screen name (Check!) / 

Her address (Nope, I ain't got that yet) / 

Don’t act like I'm not that fresh / Don’t act like I'm not that fresh / 

Don’t act like I'm not that fresh / well it’s that Oakland lady and I'm gone off that Bay breeze / 

I got my Buzz On (Check!) / Last thing I need is a fool trynta save me / 

Blackberry Off (Check!) / All I really need is promoters that pay me / 

My Ace of Spades, (Nope, I ain't got that yet) / | go t my own paper, I'm gone off that Grey bird / 

Don’t act like I'm not that fresh / Smokin' on that celery, this fool off his Jager / 

And he keep tellin 1 me, I should be his next like neighbor / 

And make a happy home/ 

I said homie that's nice but I'm always on the road / 

Another Bill Bellamy. I wish I was Apollonia; I'm meeting toads/ 

I Cruise like Penelope, Lady but not Eloise / 

I'm known for rockin' Hella Three’s/ 

Elephants in the room, haters mad, Hella dipped, elegance / 

Yeah that's us, Hella fitted when we bust/ 

Hella fools, they with us, Hella rippin' Bay shit up / 

Hella marks, they with them, Honor Roll makin’ it/ 

We on a roll, takin' it, Phenomenal Bay shit, Bitch! / 

Undefeated On (Check!) / My nails done, (Check! 

Private Jet, (Nope, I ain't got that yet) / 

Don’t act like I'm not that fresh / 

Don’t act like I'm not that fresh / 

I did a microphone (Check! 

Now write me a(Check!) / 

Add a few 0's, ain't got tnem yet / 
Don’t act like I'm not that fresh / Don’t act like I'm not that fresh / 
Before I got on (They brushed me off, brush me off) / 

And now that I'm on (They dust me off, dust me off) 
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LINER NOTES 

Appeal. What is appealing? Money? Power? Respect? Who knows. What I do know is that the attitude one 
carries with them while doing whatever it is they do, is a huge piece of it. And you can’t buy an attitude. 
You can subscribe to one. You can attempt to buy into one. But you can’t BUY one. 

Some individuals would argue that the vanity associated with fashion is just that; the creation, marketing, 
and consumption of a specific attitude. And while this may seem the case, truth of the matter is, you are 
what you are. You have what you have. And some of us have been blessed to impress. Fresh through 
dress? Yes. But my best guess is it’s bigger than that... 

Even so, “Check” is about being fresh with what you got. I’m a realist and the reality is, for most folks I 
know, creativity exceeds cash flow by leaps and bounds. And with folks like this, money can’t be barrier 
when expressing this creativity, especially through fashion. I’m a self-proclaimed clothes horse. My love 
for fashion started in high school to fill the sartorial large void that existed in middle school. In short, it 
was a combination of stylistic immaturity (didn’t care too much at 12 about getting fitted), and more 
importantly, financial disparity that had me looking like appearance wasn’t even an after thought. One of 
my most difficult years as a pre-teen saw my middle school wardrobe equipped with two T-shirts, two 
pairs of jeans, one sweatshirt, and one pair of shoes. Going to school with kids from affluent families 
shoved the issue in my face; we couldn’t afford those Reebok Pumps, but we could fool with those 
Payless XJ-900s and Pro Wings. All the way up to high school. The mentality had been born. I was 
determined to look the part without paying for it. I’ve always been very logical when dealing with money, 
never letting my desires trump my needs, leaving me assed out. Instead, my shopping trips with Mox 
became bargain-hunting trips. All sale everything. I wasn’t ever gonna look like I didn’t have money 
again. In a sense, my approach to fashion is exactly the same as it is to my music; relatively 
“conservative”, minimal, straight-forward, efficient, fake it till you make it. 

Over the last few years, I’ve gotten heavy into second-hand/vintage/thrift shopping. At first it was strictly 
for the Polo shirts. You could get a $85 shirt for $2.99. It was a no brainer. I would flip any polo in my 
size, as long as the condition was good. The thing about Polo was that, as a larger proportioned dude, 
Ralph Lauren still looked out for us, not compromising aesthetic for utility. I collected a massive amount 
of clothes in a short amount of time. Things really started to jump off when I graduated from Polo to 
whatever I thought was appealing, regardless of brand. It has become an obsession for me. I can only 
describe it as a rush; the feeling you get when you’re in a Goodwill, Salvation Army, Out Of The Closet, 
Savers - and you’re holding jacket that used to retail for $345 and flippin’ it for $10; It’s the booty of the 
treasure hunt. And I sure do love me some Booty. I’ve gotten to the point where I’m hooking up the crew 
with pieces I find because honestly, there is so much for so little. Why not? I’m actually thinking about 
expanding and slangin’ my finds for real, even repurposing some into other pieces... 

Speaking of repurposing, I originally made this track as an alternate for Kid Sister’s “Down Ass Jawn”. 
The original demo contained a Bananarama sample in it that wasn’t able to be cleared for the record. I 
redid the beat about four times before it was accepted. This particular version of the beat was entitled 
“VIP Room Mimosa”, after a Kid Sister lyric. I had actually forgotten about the beat, when Tap suggested 
I do something to it. I still needed a song with Josie and reserved this for that. It took some time, but I 
finally came up with the concept and went to town on that thang... 

I met Josie, at an audition in back in the day for this high school compilation. They wanted an act from 
every East Bay high school. Aside from the long lost Josie song, not too sure it ever came out. I still have 
the 4-song promo cassette though... The first time Mike, Mox, and I saw her, she was in the mic-booth 
busting that rapid-fire flow, dipped in Polo and a head wrap. We didn’t really get a chance to connect 
then. That was just a couple months before we met Whiz. I realized it was a small world when he told us 
that he’d know her for a while. Over next few years, as the HNRL, took shape I became familiar with her 
no holds barred approach to this rap shit. 

Josie is a perfect fit for “Check” just peep any of her verses. I guarantee she’s stuntin’ some piece of her 
wardrobe; Jordan 3s, Supreme, Polo, you name it. 

If you got it, flaunt it... And I guarantee folks will be on it! 
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LYRICS 




When I met her, I had a revalation / 

Relations with her would make me a better Jason/ 

So I faced the music, my place to do it / 

"It" meaning "Her", a dream off deferment/ 

Permanent vacation with some Work so worth it / 

Once we started dating, everything was almost perfect / 

I was earnin' the girl, and learning the girl / 

And at the same time rockin' her world, No need to chill for a minute / 

I aint just another artist trynta get put on / 

I put in work, dont believe me, well believe the song / 

"Ever since I met you, Just can't forget you / 

Its time to start a movement" / 

Ooops - think I’ve fallen, about to go all in / Its time to Face the Music. / 

Winter,Spring / Summer, Fall / 

I give you my all/ 

I keep rockin’ all of yall / 

But one day / 

Open my heart/ 

This is what came out/ 

I can’t do without the music / 

Say Lil Mama, I'd be a lie If I tried to deny that we aint played with the drama / 

Some came for the dollar, but I came for art's sake / 

So you can chill on the heartache / 

I won t stuck in a rut, maybe caught in a groove / 

Especially when I'm caught Doin' You / 

See the M Move, is the way I choose / 

See I Put it in the Wind that how I stay So Kool / 

I Told You No More Tears for fears I'm here just bidin' time / 

You got me Caught Up For A Lifetime, yes I'm in my right mind / 

A part time hustla is a art time lover / 

But we a full time couple, gaining pull from muscle / 

International PlayBoi, doin' my thing / 

When I pushed the right buttons, I Just love how you sing / 

No matter where you Take Me, we good where ever / 

Plus girl, we look good together / 

Winter,Spring / 

Summer, Fall / 

I ve you my all/ 

I keep rockin’ all of yall / 

But one day / 

Open my heart/ 

This is what came out/ 

I can’t do without the music / 

When you feelin’ low, you Face the Music / 

When ridin’ high you Face the Music / 

When you’re oh so deep in love / 

When you hear your favorite song / 

Wanna dance all night long, You Face the Music 
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LINER NOTES 

Time to get real existential on that ass, real Bay Area Northern California on yall... 

The sun to the planets. The earth to the moon. The moon to the tides. 

The effects of theses relationships between natural forces echo throughout every corner of 
our existence. From heavenly bodies to terrestrial landscapes, they work in tandem. In 
harmonious accord with one another. Along with the physical, we as humans have a special 
capacity to understand that there are intangible forces that are hard at work to accompany, 
and more importantly, guide us in our endeavors as we walk the earth and beyond. Namely, 
Love, as a motivator, is that overarching energy force. 

“Face the Music” is just that- an expression of Love. The Love that I have for the music has 
always been there since I could recollect. Before the production and performance, it was the 
consumption and enjoyment. I have always had an affinity for certain chords and 
progressions; pretty $n!t like minor 9th chords. Strings, Pianos, lush synths. Much of the 
music I still gravitate to has a healthy mix of these elements. There is a sense of hope, 
determination, and optimism I get from it. 

And much like way we perceive love and relationships in an interpersonal context, I also do 
with music. The relationship metaphor used in this song has definitely been done before; 
that’s neither here nor there. There is something to be said about the parallels of loving 
another individual to loving music. Both are completely dynamic in how they can speak to 
you. 

Ending SOTA with “Face the Music” is exactly how it should be. The proclamation of a long 
standing love affair, a relationship that has, and will continue to stand the test of time. 
Through all of the ups and downs I have experienced in my personal and professional life, 
music is still the constant. The pure enjoyment of the FEELING I get when I hear a piece 
speaking to me. It’s a feeling that you never want to leave. A feeling you want to commit to 
wholeheartedly, for the most honest and pure reasons. 

Teedra Moses is someone who represents this ideal. Before I had the pleasure of meeting 
and working with her, the only communication between us was the music. When Complex 
Simplicity dropped, something throughout the album spoke to me. Everything worked. So 
much that it became my favorite record of that year. Tne honesty in her words and melodies 
spoke to the very core of what I loved about self-expression through music. So a couple 
years later, when I received a completely unexpected Myspace message from Teedra 
praising the work I did on my PPP On a Cloud remix, one can only imagine the amount of 
validation I felt around my work. A true marker of success. 

We did this record around the time we did the tracks for her Royal Patience mixtape. One 
thing I love about working with Teedra is that she is very receptive to almost all of the 
soundscapes I give her. At times, it’s almost like we share an ear. Not just musically but 
lyrically too. Speaking from the heart. I shot this to her with the first verse done and she shot 
back all her parts. I wrote the second verse as an homage to the musical contribution she’s 
laced the world with, incorporating many of her song titles into the lyrics... 

Our working relationship is a testament that things really do go how they are supposed to go 
if you stay focused on your own path and goals. When you do something truly selfless with 
Love as tne principle motivation, the outcome cannot be muted or denied. And message will 
eventually get to those who need to hear it. With this outlook, I understand that giving 100% 
at life and trusting in God, as God is Love, everything else with fall into place. 

“Shine on us all, set us free. Love is the Answer.”- Utopia 
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